FIRE BELOW

sunshine could truly furnish an apartment so
big with dignity. The fireplace was presenting
a mouth through which a small car could have
passed, and the ashes of a dead wood fire
lay in the monstrous grate.
At first the room seemed empty. Then' I
saw the Countess sitting stiff in a high-backed
chair.
Her face was white and drawn, and her
hands were holding fast to the edge of the
tapestry seat. Her eyes were wide, and she
was looking before her at the huddle of cold,
grey ash.
As I closed the door behind me------
" Marya," breathed George.    " Marya."
Very slowly she turned her head.
For a moment she stated upon us, as though
we were risen from the grave. Then her eyes
fell to my handcuffs, and she started up to
her feet.
"My God!" she breathed. "My God!
Carol told me------"
She stopped there, shaking terribly, with
both her hands to her mouth and her eyes so
like those of a madman that my hair seemed
to rise upon my head.
It was shocking to see her so moved, and
I was truly thankful when George's arms
went about her and he caught her hands to
his breast.
" Marya, darling, we're safe. We've come
to take you away/*
She continued }to tremble, like a man sick
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